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whenever he travels by rail has his private carriage
attached to an ordinary train. The prince had not
yet appeared. "When would he come ? In five
minutes? In half an hour? No matter, the
train could wait. The officers bowed to our
friend, the minister, clasping their hands against
their breasts ; the rank and file stood to attention.
How tiresome it can be seeing a friend off; how
embarrassing that two minutes' wait after he has
found his seat, before the train starts ! But a rail-
way parting when a maharaja is travelling in the
train can be ten times worse. Useless to glance up
at the clock and reassure oneself: " Only two more
minutes ! " One can but hope some small still
voice of duty or compunction may whisper in
the royal ear : " Is it not time Your Highness
deigned to make a move ? " The train was due out
at eleven, so I heard ; it was now eleven-fifteen.
Just then there seemed to be a flutter in the
crowd. His Highness coming ? No, a false alarm.
I went on chatting with my friend, the minister,
and now we broached the theme of politics in
general. Neither the time nor the place was oppor-
tune ; but we realized that when the former
presses a few brief phrases can sum up one's main
ideas, even exhaust the topic. Casting a quick
glance to my right, I saw fewer people on the plat-
form and concluded that the Prince had arrived and
with his household boarded the train. It was time
to say good-bye. We shook hands, made amicable
eyes, brought out the phrases we had thought up
for the parting moment; we said them once, we
said them twice. . . . The train showed no sign of
leaving.
But, now we had lapsed into a confidential,
almost affectionate tone, we kept to it. For an